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Fancy that!   I am going down into the village/'

Bertha looked at her primly.

" I would not want to go down into the village,"
she said.

Doreen and Charles walked down the little
road, dipping down to the houses with the wavy
roofs, and the balconies, and the flowers brim-
ming over the porches and window-boxes. They
walked into the little inn and ordered tea, and
the host brought it to them, and cream cakes of
the kind that only canie to the convent on festivals
or when it was a saint's day. Even then they
were not so full of cream nor so capped with sugar
as these were.

"They're marvellous/* said Doreen,

She sat there looking very like a picture, a
picture of the world a hundred years ago, he
thought; she wore the plain grey frock that all
the pupils wore, and the wide leghorn hat with
its pale blue ribbon. It was queer that the first
rime that he had met her mother she had been
dressed Eke a dragon fly, a dress daringly modern,
so much so that it had jarred on him, but the
child was looking like some Victorian miss from
the middle of last century.

He found himself watching her.

She was at her ease. She chattered gaily and
asked innumerable questions. She wanted to
know things about Clifton. She wanted to hear
what sort of a life he lived there, and why he
had never married. She asked nothing about
her mother.

At last he said: ** Don't you want to hear some-
thing about your mother?"